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staying for the week-end, to begin our work. The
air was sharp and fresh and we should much have
preferred to remain in our warm beds. But the
apples called us! . When we approached the tree,
without one word we all turned and gazed at each
other! Not one apple left on the tree. . . . The
mystery remains unsolved to this day. One can
only conclude that somebody who knew the place
had come during the night and . . . first come, first
served!
We led a really rural life there, having our meals
on the lawn during the summer, where our pet old
duck, to whom I was much attached, used to waddle
across the grass, having forsaken his pond for our
company. The baby in the meantime was growing
stronger, and Trombetti, on a short holiday, came
down to see his son and help dig in the garden, which
was a change for him from diplomacy.
It used to be quite a wrench every Monday after-
noon when I had to come back to London for the
theatre, and where my cooking at the flat was
suffering deeply in the absence of Ersilia.
At last I found a good English nurse for the child,
and Ersilia came back to her saucepans !
Suddenly, one morning, on coming into my room,
Ersilia informed me that she felt very homesick and
that she must leave at once to go and die in her own
country. I tried to reason with her, but to no avail.
Ersilia's home is up in the mountains in Italy, near
Pistoia, not very far from Florence.
On the morning of Ersilia's departure, to my
amazement, the butcher's boy of a shop in High
Street, Marylebone, rang at the door of my flat and
announced that he was downstairs with the motor